damned fool sitting there doing nothing, and
Herpath was dancing, so I asked one of them
to dance. . . .

AINGER : Well ?

WOODLEY : It was awful. I didn't know what to
say to her and she made me feel sick. You know,
painted up to the eyes and awful cheap scent,
and I felt quite . . . well . . . you know, almost
frightened. And then we sat down and she
drank whiskey and laughed at me, and I just
couldn't talk to her. I couldn't think of any-
thing to say. And I danced with another one,
too. She looked quite old, and she smelt of drink.
I suppose I could have gone home with her if
I'd liked. I believe Herpath did with one of
them . . . anyway I lost him.

AINGER : And did you ?

WOODLEY : No. ... I tell you I felt frightened.
Well, it's damned silly, isn't it ? I mean the way
I've talked about these things, the way Vining
does, and told smutty jokes and all that, and
then, when it comes to the point, funking it like
that.

AINGER : I shouldn't worry if I were you.

WOODLEY : And then there was a girl I met at
home at a dance last year. Awfully pretty, you
know ... fair hair and dressed in pink. I danced
with her twice and we were sitting out together,
and I wanted to kiss her frightfully: but I simply
hadn't got the pluck. I didn't know how to go
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